CHAPTER     SEVENTEEN

The naked figures dance spasmodically-suddenly
stilled, suddenly alert. And then, there is a whirl of
limbs, a flash of flying flesh, a cry - and the bruiser
hurtles through the ropes. His thick, deadened
body lands with a thud at the exquisite feet of one of
Palm Beach's prettiest debutantes. She jumps up,
lips parted, nostrils quivering. Is he dead? The
crowd rises, gaping, eyes fixed on him as he lies there,
out of the world. But after a few seconds they can
see nothing, for a group of men have surrounded him,
are bearing him away*

Instantly, the air is split with music. Drum and
saxophone cry out for attention. Is it death? Then
here is a dirge for your singing. Is it life? Then
here is a melody to which you can dance. After only
a few bars, the crowd returns to the normal. Three
hundred pairs of eyes wander from the spot where
their entertainer was lying, and meet their comple-
ments with an added fire. Three hundred pairs of
arms are encircled, three hundred bodies sway to-
gether, under the gold and silver lights. And when
the rumour drifts through the crowd that the man is
not dead, that he has nothing more than a shattered
eye and a broken arm, nobody pays very much
attention, for after all, the only thing that matters is
happening now -> the touch of body to body, the
drug of music, the utter abandon of the senses.

in

Mormng Again.
I looked round the shabby, lovely room. The
walls had a faded lustre that only age can give, and
189